Grimoire 1974 by La Salle University
La Salle University 
La Salle University Digital Commons 
Grimoire University Publications 
1974 
Grimoire 1974 
La Salle University 
Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.lasalle.edu/grimoire 
Recommended Citation 
La Salle University, "Grimoire 1974" (1974). Grimoire. 65. 
https://digitalcommons.lasalle.edu/grimoire/65 
This Book is brought to you for free and open access by the University Publications at La Salle University Digital 
Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in Grimoire by an authorized administrator of La Salle University 
Digital Commons. For more information, please contact careyc@lasalle.edu. 

G R I M O I R E
Student Arts Publication 
La Salle College 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania
1973
Cover: Flight Ira Spiro
1. Favored Bohdan Wasieczko
2. Lullaby, A Duane Fletcher
Translation by
photo




To My Grandfather Who
Gene Flynn 
Martin Fitzpatrick
Never Owned A Ring
5. Half Sonnet Martin Fitzpatrick
The Changes Beth Stahlecker
6. Sudden Snow Joe Fijalkowski
art 8. The Half-Reality Linda Bernier
Wintergirl Mary Joan Dunphy
9. Fantasies Of A Woman Regina O'Toole Sokas
During The Night
10. Poem E. L. Stern
11. Bones Joseph Ryan
photo
12. Two Poems by
Ira Spiro 
Susan Richter
13. The Pike W. J. Badecker
photo 14. Joan Mayer
15. A Diary's Epilogue Michael Pirolli
16. Spanish Poem Barbara Buckley
photo 17. Charles K. Mauer, Jr.
18. From  Factory Notes 
Lupton Mfg. Co. 2/73
L. Feinberg
19. Late Morning, Alone Joe Herb
photo
20. Poem
Charles K. Mauer, Jr. 
Karen Keenan
Newfoundland Joseph Mycka
Chesapeake Winter Haiku Joe Herb
The Tropic Peter Weismuller





23. Sailing On The Irish Sea Joseph Ryan
art 24. Leonard A. Rubinstein
photo 26. Gene Flynn
27. Poem Marian Rooney
The Merry-Go-Round Daniel Fricker
Cat Gene M. Eble
Poem L. Feinberg





30. Niagara Tim Dlugos
Hod-Carrier Anne Maxwell
31. Mandolin Martin Fitzpatrick
32. Orally Loved Poem Bohdan Wasieczko
print 33. Valves Joe Volk
34. Live From The Moon Bohdan Wasieczko
art 35. Samovar Joseph Urbanik
36. Succor Anne Maxwell
photo Paul Mychalich
art 37. Study Of A Hand Linda Bernier




































ART CO-ORDINATOR Linda Bernier
EDITOR Anne Maxwell
ASSOCIATE EDITOR W. J. Badecker
FAVORED
When I first met you 
I promised myself never 
To stumble. That I would 
Make every effort to 
Adjust my age 
To receding intentions,
Reshape my teeming discredits, 
And pay my debts promptly.
I promised that every night.
Just before sleep, I w o u ld - 
With your slow permission- 
Wheedle your gauged affections. 
I would proudly be your 
One governing onion-always.
Since then
I've become warmly shrunken; 
Without substance or taste; 
Without logic or direction.




Translation o f  a poem, "Wiegenlied" by Clemens Brentano (1 7 7 8 - 1842)
Sings she softly, quietly, faintly 
Sings a whispered lullabye.
From the moon she learns enchantment,
Luring calmly 'neath the sky.
Sing a song so sweetly gentle 
As the spring upon the pebbles,
As the bee upon the petal 
Humming, murmuring, whispering, ripple.
Duane Fletcher
LE FAUX MIROIR
As spring that sucks on summer's breast 
That breast by which I lived 
Stands now in flower; a rosebud.
Body in bloom, trembling to touch.
II
Sown; soothed 
In April by the sun.
Changing as the moon.
I am daunted: a prisoner.
I ll
Hymned in by spring's power 
The reign of the sun 
Subjects me in glory.
IV
All amaranth, and yet I starve. 
Animate, I burn.
A growthless blowing leafash.
V
Captured by water. That breast of ice. 
Seized; rightly, sweetly 
I submit and burn anew.
Rosehued. Wanton.
VI
Desirous now and dying. 
Made strong by the promise 
That wavers; balanced though,
Above the trembling bloom.
VII
Weepingly patient for such power, 
Which melts away to beauty.
Melts and vanishes.
Gerard Furey
TO MY GRANDFATHER, WHO NEVER OWNED A RING.
How opulent the sun had dressed him: 
Glittery rings on coffin sides 
That flowed and flickered over.
It suited him.
But not the final flower 
Nor psalm nor flow of dust.
Shoveling the final spade full.
Stamping with boot bottoms a final dance 
In honor of his passing.
M artin  Fitzpatrick
THE CHANGES
HALF SONNET
I fancied myself a traveler of the wood.
One of the highways' rough insistent sons 
Whose tune, was scraping tree bark ridden trails. 
My flesh and stone and animal bone were one. 
Living from sun to moon from tree to tree. 
Feeding on berry flesh and sour curds.
Chasing sleep where moss ran rich and ripe. 
Rising, to clarion calls of morning birds.
But schoolboy dreams are fancied till disturbed. 
And soon came stern commands to sally home.
I let the woodways wander back inside me,
To glut and overfill each empty bone.
I am what thought allows me to become,
Lover, poet, killer, highway's son.
Stepping from the shower 
I write words in the steam 
of the mirror 
watch,
with towels the only thing next to me, 
the words melt away.
Anymore
my mother hardly raises her voice 
and hairdressers don't see her.
Her hair is gray and it shines.
Her children are inside her again.
When I was younger 
someone told me
that February was an unstirring month 
captured between the changes.
But it's worse.
All the afternoons have blended 
forming one monstrous midday and 
three o'clock pounds in my ears.
I'm numb, 
retreating into 




Harry turned, peering up through half-open eyes. "A w  mom, 
I'll go later. Let me sleep awhile."
"Harry, I would, but we're supposed to have our first big 
snow storm today and I don't want you to get stuck away from 
home. I'd worry about you all day. Get up now and I'll have a 
good breakfast ready by the time you're dressed."
As she reached the door she decided to extend one final 
persuasion. "Harry, we'll have to get you that extra-long bed, 
you're sure getting too big for this one--your feet are always 
hanging over the edge. Why don't you get up and put some 
socks on?"
Both Harry and his mother realized that this was the last 
call, and as the sound of footsteps became less obvious Harry 
turned back the covers and plodded toward the bathroom. 
Though still not quite awake Harry was attracted by the shim­
mer of a new picture frame on his mother's dresser. Entering 
the room at the end of the hall Harry lifted the frame to in­
spect it. A double frame, wrought gold, with two delicate, tenu­
ous hinges.
The glass on the right exposed his father in an army uni­
form, a painted color photograph taken during the war, and a 
good likeness. Yet the eyes still bothered him, no matter how 
many times he passed the portrait. They were artificial, shal­
low, painted eyes, almost turquoise, not the deep blue of his 
father's.
From the opposite side smiled Harry himself, in the aca­
demic gown of high school graduation, displayed in joyful 
anticipation by his eager mother who couldn't wait for June.
For the first time he noticed the similarity between the two, 
that to which seldom-seen relatives always alluded--the same 
full face, the same abrupt nose, the same wavy hair. With the 
frames angled toward each other it seemed as if these faces had 
been united to confront each other, to stare-down the opponent 
with equal determination and a posed smile. Harry nodded ap­
proval of his mother's taste, in both men and picture frames, 
and went to wash.
Before he had finished buttoning his shirt his mother's voice 
re-ascended. "Harry, put a move on or your breakfast'll get 
cold."
Harry walked down toward the kitchen. Halfway there he 
began to compliment her choice of the frame. "Mom, that's 
a nice new addition to your dresser--my picture I mean. Hey,
I thought you said it was ready."
" I t  almost was but I called you a little early so you'd be 
here by the time I got it on the table. Sit down."
Shaking his head he picked up the weekly newspaper from 
the table, without even looking. Each Saturday morning, w ith­
out fail, there it was, right next to his plate, in the same spot 
where it had awaited his father over the mornings of Harry's 
childhood. The Crystals had become the parents of a fine baby 
boy, recent graduate Al Morland had received a promotion to 
corporal at his army base in Germany, and St. Mark's Women's 
Club announced a bazaar in the Church hall after the Sunday 
service. Almost the same news his father had read too.
"There you are, son."
Harry turned to face two sunnyside eggs staring up at him. 
Bacon on the side, toast, with butter and jelly, orange juice, and 
a cup of coffee with cream and sugar already mixed in. "Mom,
I don't know if I can eat all this."
SUDDEN SNOW
Joe Fijalkowski
"Harry, your father used to eat that breakfast every morning. 
You have to eat good, you're getting to be a grown man. Besides, 
it's good for you." As she finished her pronouncement, Harry's 
mother returned to the laundry room. She had been hard at work 
for three hours now, doing the Saturday wash, never having lost 
the habit of waking early that she had acquired as a result of 
getting up each morning to cook her husband a good breakfast 
before he left for work. It had been almost four years since this 
was a necessity, and now seemed almost an act of homage to the 
spirit of the man she had loved so strongly.
Harry, in the meantime, ate his breakfast (all of it) and put on 
his coat. "Mom, I'm ready. What do you need?"
Drying her hands on the apron, she reached into its pocket for 
her wallet. " I want you to pick up that connecting rod I ordered 
for the sewing machine. I have to finish my dress for the bazaar 
tomorrow and I can't do it till you fix my machine. Will you try 
to hurry?"
"Sure, mom. See you later."
"Harry, you can get yourself a book too," she shouted as he 
walked toward the gate.
"Okay, mom. Thanks a lo t."
As he reached the pavement, Harry looked up at the heavy, 
grey clouds which made the sky seem lower, almost weighed 
down by the burden of the impending snow. They were snow 
clouds all right, just like the ones his dad had pointed out to him 
over the years. Dad could always tell, and he had never lost that 
sense of childish excitement over the first snow of the year, 
almost as if it brought back all the tru ly important, though 
ultimately simple, aspects of his life.
Harry walked quickly toward the bus stop on the edge of 
town, just past the factory where his father was once foreman. 
The employees were already on their coffee break, and several 
of them waved. He waved in reply, with a slight smile of 
memory, as he thought of all the Saturday mornings which 
he had spent on the other side of that window. Though he 
could see the lips of the men forming some kind of greeting, he 
could hear nothing until one of them opened the door.
"Hey Harry, you're getting pretty big these days. They tell 
me you'll even be out of high school in a little while. Listen, 
if you need a job, stop around, we could use you. Maybe you'd 
get up to your dad's old job some day."
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Harry flashed a polite, but sincere, smile. "No thanks Mr. 
Corgan, I'm going away to college. But thanks anyway."
His memory revived by this greeting from the past, Harry 
remembered the days when he had accompanied his father 
on his supervisory rounds; he remembered being teased, asked 
if he was "Taking over the o ld ' man's job," and almost experi­
enced the embarassment he once felt at the thought that he 
could ever take his father's place.
Things had changed since then though, abruptly and exten­
sively. His father had been gone for several years now, and 
Harry recalled the date, just after his thirteenth birthday, when 
his father had bought him a real football, one like they use in 
the N. F. L. It was about three months before elementary 
school graduation, on a warm Sunday afternoon, that Harry's 
father had the heart attack. The town ambulance rushed him 
to the hospital in the city, and he spent the rest of the day 
under emergency treatment.
True to form, special even to the end, Harry's father died 
twice that day, not once. The first time an electrical jo lt that 
raised his whole body off the table brought him back. But the 
second failure was too complete. They shocked him three more 
times and even gave him an injection directly in the heart, but 
with no results. Except for the burns that now dominated the 
chest of the already cold, pallid body, eyes still open.
Harry's mother had rushed past the nurses and assistants 
just in time to see the corpse that way, and gone into immedi­
ate hysteria. All Harry remembered of that moment was a 
scream like he had never heard before, one that sent a chill 
through his blood and brought on the first real tears of his life.
Heavily sedated, Harry's mother finally went back to the 
house with him and his aunt. For two weeks after the funeral 
Aunt Catherine stayed with them and helped out, trying to 
keep her sister calm and the house in decent shape. His mother 
spent most of her time in the living room chair that had been 
dad's, and only spoke to Harry's aunt to ask if he had gotten off 
to school on time, or if he had taken a good lunch. Now he 
became her only concern, all that remained of the devoted love 
which had brought him to life. Harry inherited all the love his 
mother had previously given to her husband, and with it all the 
natural responsibilities which had been assumed, w ith such 
apparent ease, by his dad.
A snowflake that landed in Harry's eye brought him back to 
the real world, where the snow was now falling heavily, about 
a block from the bus stop. He sat down on the bench to wait, 
constantly adjusting his lanky body, trying to accomodate his 
six-foot frame to a bench that was raised only about two feet 
from the ground.
For over an hour Harry sat and thought about his childhood, 
checking his watch with impatient regularity. Today his father 
was as present in his mind as he had been in all the events of 
Harry's life. Still, somehow, it was hard to accept his death. An 
absence, a void, was constantly evident, but it seemed more 
like a desertion than a cessation. He had lost that one vital, 
complete relationship which had enveloped and insulated his 
life. He was now starkly exposed to a slight but constant 
loneliness.
Even Harry's physical environment seemed to advance his 
discomfort. The splinters from the hard wooden slats, the 
strong, almost malicious, gusts of wind, and the snow which 
was falling even more intently, all seemed to be conspiring 
against him. He sat alone and cold, isolated by the pervasive 
whiteness, almost blinded by the overpowering glare.
Closing his eyes, Harry shifted back into the corner of the 
three-sided tin lean-to that covered the bench. Images of the 
soft, lilting, airy snow pursued him, delighted him even there, 
in all his uneasiness. Holding a grocery bag while being pulled 
on a sled toward home; building a snowman, dad waiting to 
set the head on and to apply the final touch of two coal eyes; 
having a snowball fight but never quite being hit; all these 
snow-bound memories released themselves in Harry's abruptly 
matured mind. Since his father's death he had felt the burden 
of responsibility to an increasingly greater degree, and his new 
concerns had produced a consciousness much more serious and 
definite than his adolescent body intimated.
No longer could Harry be carefree; he had accepted, though 
somewhat early,the weight of life, and had lately become aware 
that he could never relinquish it. Even if his father were to re­
appear today, to return from his desertion, Harry began to pain­
fu lly  realize that it might not be the same. He felt he could never 
give himself with that abandon which characterizes childhood 
again, and, knowing this, he often felt almost relieved by the fact 
that his father's early death had preserved that perfect relation­
ship, prevented all the painful estrangement that accompanies the 
shedding of childhood.
Opening his eyes, Harry watched intently as the snowflakes 
threaded gracefully between the frosted branches of the trees, 
being assimilated into the vast white body that covered the hard 
brown earth. For a brief moment of descent it seemed as if they 
would be suspended in the air, unable to merge into the cold 
whiteness, hanging uncertain between the cloud-solid sky and the 
deceptively inviting motionless snow.
Almost hypnotized, Harry seemed to hear the delicate crunch 
of feet trampling down the new snowfall, a sound that, to him, 
typified the effect of this winter precipitation. Everything shone 
more brightly, sounded more distinct, felt more strikingly 
tangible under the influence of the paradoxically fragile, 
evanescent substance.
Half-standing, leaning out from the shelter, he spotted, about 
a block away, a girl in a warm looking green coat. His face 
brightened as he brought his feet closer together so the girl 
would have room to sit w ithout being embarassed. She had to be 
coming to wait for the bus; no one walked out that way unless 
they were going on the bus to the city.
Harry looked again. She was very pretty, delicate in her 
movement, and she would have to sit next to him, separated by 
no more than a foot. Endless thoughts of the kinds of things 
girls liked to talk about passed through his anxious mind. He had 
decided, after all, that he couldn't just sit there so close and not 
talk to her.
His eyes followed her fa ithfully as she crossed in front of him 
and sat down. Quietly, so elegantly, she sat. Silent for a moment, 
she seemed to be watching the snow which had brought her to 
Harry, and he, in turn, stared at her. A t her curly auburn hair, at 
her smooth, wind-reddened complexion, at her small mouth, 
with its fine, delicate lips, and at her cute, perfect nose; features 
as precise and specific as if fashioned by a worker in fine metals. 
A girl Harry had thought of many times, though this was the 
first real encounter.
Sensing Harry's steady gaze she turned, somewhat clumsily, 
and began to speak. "Really cold here, isn't it?"
"Yeah. I've been here quite a while now too."
Again momentary silence. This time Harry spoke in recipro­
cation, visibly staring at his reflected image in the girl's deep, 
almost luminous blue eyes, as if primping his facial expression.
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"D idn 't you start school here last week? I think we're in the 
same English class."
"Yes. Now I remember seeing you there. We just moved here 
because my dad was re-assigned by his company, and I had to 
transfer in the middle of the year. Seems nice enough though-- 
all the neighbors are friendly and the teacher even seems pretty 
good."
"He really is. And if you need someone to show you around 
or anything, to introduce you, I'd be glad to. By the way, my 
name's Harry."
"Nice to meet you, Harry. My name's Emily." Emily. The 
sound floated through his ears as she smiled grateful acceptance.
For a few minutes both sat in uncomfortable silence. It had 
occurred to Harry that he still needed a date for the Senior 
Dance and Emily had probably not been asked yet. A t once he 
felt even more ill-at-ease, confronting a face which could prove 
to be influential in his future, very important to the "social 
development" of which his homeroom moderator spoke when 
selling tickets to the dance. Soon they were talking again, about 
each other's reason for going to town, about assignments, about 
movies. Emily had seen quite a few; the last place she lived was 
fairly large, a city in fact, Harry spoke instead of the many books 
he had read, thinking himself adolescently above the "dumb 
shows on television."
Finally, after another significant pause in the conversation 
Emily spoke again.
"Listen Harry, we're having a sort of house-warming party 
next week for some relatives and a few close neighbors. If you'd 
like to come I'm sure my mom and dad would love to meet you."
Harry had not yet mastered the art of disguising enthusiasm. 
"Sure. I'd really like that. What time?"
Suddenly the time made itself strikingly evident: the factory 
whistle blew to signal lunch, and the harsh, smokey sound 
startled Harry. He stood up and looked around. No one in sight, 
only the bus coming up the road between the snowflakes, the 
dirty brown bus now covered with a thin layer of white in all 
but a few spots. He looked again. No one. Another Saturday 
night alone, in which he could read the new book his mother 
had promised him.
The bus lumbered up to the curb, leaving massive, ugly 
imprints in the white covering. The doors opened and there sat 
Jack, the driver, smiling.
"Hello Harry. Sorry about the delay but the bus broke 
down and we had to wait for the mechanic to come out from 
his house to fix it. Took him a while, what with the snow and 
all. Must get pretty cold sitting by yourself for such a long time,
huh?"
"Yeah," muttered Harry as he handed Jack his money. Jack 
shrugged his shoulders at Harr's lack of response and closed the 
doors. Harry walked to the very back of the bus, past the other 
passenger, a grey, slight, half-frozen looking old woman, and 
sat on the right side near the window. He looked back at the 
bench, now covered with snow by the wind, except for the spot 
where he had been sitting. As they drove away he stared blankly 
at the white flakes as they whizzed by with the speed of the bus.
WINTERGIRL
Wintergirl 
you let him skate 
across the frozen waste 
of your November heart 
without a word 
you let him carve 
snow names 
on bloodless lips 
too cold to kiss 
or thaw
the icy chips of 
diamond smiles 
without a touch 
you let him search 
your winter eyes 
steel blades 




M ary Joan Dunphy
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FANTASIES OF A WOMAN DURING THE NIGHT
Regina O 'Toole Sokas
H E  REAC HES W ISPERING U N D E R  H IS  C O V E R S  A F T E R  TH E  F IG H T
Deer Creek is stirred by springs and rain, 
tosses over rocks, 
pours into Lady Bay.
At night the clams and crabs are still. 
The stars giddy on the water, 
the moon floats on her back.
Breezes from shore to shore, 
moist, breathy, sighing.
Lady Bay sleeps with the trees, 
and a nightingale laughs wildly, 
calling beating wings to stir Deer Creek 
to restlessness
Deer Creek is stirred by yellow beaks, 
tosses over rocks, 
to waiting Lady Bay.
Cry for me.
My tears are mother's milk, 
wrenched too soon.
My sins are these:
I was made big by the west wind
and carry a moulten lead cancer,
w ithout the strength of noble savage blood
I stood in the temple
and watched the moon grow pale,
writhe with pangs,
and burst forth in blood a mere hysteria.
I crowned it with stars 
and cried for it.
TH E  BA D  H A B IT
There's a man I know
who wraps his legs about me like a spider
and chews on ears.
I have no ears left,
but still I hear him coming.
I'm armed this time with teeth of my own.
L O O K IN G  B A CK
You never know what to say 
and I am quicker 
to strike and to heal.
Had I known the men in your family 
were all bleeders 
I'd have wiped you down like a cat-mother. 
Lover, sew you up with my hair, 
fix your mouth with transfusions, 
blood-life, love-life,
drop life slowly back to you, my man.
Then you go away,
but with my blood, my hair.
H E  CLOSES T H E  D O O R
I had met a stranger Monday 
on the middle side of April 
on the rain side of the mountain 
when night's stars had all shrunk past.
And I chanced to call him friend then 
though my paper hands were shaking 
from the tears that told a story 
of a secret shorn at last.
IT  S TA R TS  TO R A IN
And I dared to call him lover 
though the marble moon had broken 
with the mounting pain of mid-day 
held at bay by other's plans.
I brought you pomegranates,
Chinese Apple kernels 
dropping like cherry bombs, 
bursting your pipes.
Then, a scavenger army,
I move in creeping,
sucking your bones hollow,
filling my cheeks with pomegrante seeds.
I had dreamt to say tomorrow 
I w ill dream again more slowly 
and in dreaming find an answer 
and in answering tell my lover 
and in loving share my secret 
till the others and the strangers 
lose their names and lose their faces 
till the world becomes a moment 
and the moment's in our hands.
Cracow peers at me
through the dust of her centuries
and the masks of her ancient kings
glare with ice-white eyes
as I file past their ancient tombs.
This might have been a love song- 
she the fair haired maid, full-lipped 
and I, the dark, deep-passioned youth 
but Cracow would not let me love.
Her slender legs grew thick and coarse, 
carrying rails instead of willow 
wearing boots instead of silk.
Her womb grew wide with bastard sons 
and her warm lips cracked 
from ceaseless winds.
I searched her eyes for a memory 
searched her streets for a friend, 
dreamed I heard the music we 
shared in cafes 
and smelled her deep, 
sweet-deep perfume.
I walked toward the crowded square 
kicked her flesh as I went, felt her breath 
cursed her name, kissed her hair.
On w ithout end
I sliced the night with vacant reaching.
Encased in marble sanctity
these frozen kings remain,
guarded by marble crosses and gilded orbs.













TWO POEMS BY Susan Richter
I am here like the trees 
to watch and wait 
to end, and begin again.
Winter touches 
bare and cold 
and I
like steel stand straight and 
sing the life you want to hear.
In this land of tall men
and statues
where is the inner circle?
If a Summer were to come 
and melt my arms and 
thaw the sun
my frozen body could not dance 
again.
In the dark staring 
with eyes like fingers on the 
thousand hands of night 
my metal roots throb 
with a running, foaming death.
and where are you,
Queen of the corner. 
After the new year 
they flock and fly  
like birds to the wind.
Some children are too old 
to live
and they do not follow.
Each room has a king, 
one of snow and softness 
or
word and wonder.
The queen is always the same, 
painted from
memory-
her arms the keeper of a 
thousand keys.
She reigns upon the places 
untouched with wings 
not caught by kings.
From the winter 
they flew 
from the shelter of
arms and shadows,
Some children are too old 
to follow 
and they live.
I open my mouth 
like a strange and silent flower 
like a lovely scar 
and spill the wet blood 
of emptiness.
listen W inter- 
I am living.
THE PIKE
The stream and the sand strip 
Swerved beneath the hot sun,
Long grass, banked by alders.
Swayed up and blurred.
The water traps were set:
Wooden boxes bowled 
And open at one end- 
Bored to catch.
Wire topped, they tumbled 
Water through with 
Light, drawing dumbly into 
The deeps of shadows.
The pike pulled the shallows 
And tunneled slow against 
The stream's push, mazing 
Through the weedy caves.
His eyes, like lanterns, held 
Each turn, each lunge,
And hid upon his spotted 
Sides like driving stars:
They hung above his grin.
His slender jaws wove 
Smoothly, till they breached 
The f unneled darkness
Where his eyes and jaws and 
Armoured sides wrenched 
Fearfully, where he slumped 
And drew his aching gills.
A prize upon the pebbles:
His noon-beat eyes 
Are glazed and bubbled,




while my feet were moving, my body would 
also move."
I thought about this for a moment and 
decided that he was right. Remembering 
the enigma of my diary, I tried to take ad­
vantage of his wisdom, and so I explained 
the situation and asked his opinion, after 
reading a few passages to him.
Greatly excited by my words, Duvalier 
dropped from the tree and slunk toward 
me. Grasping my arms he shouted, his face 
two inches from mine, "This is tremendous! 
Read me more of these people." Wondering 
at his excitement, but never-the-less com­
plying to his wish, I read a short number of 
pages.
Writhing in ecstasy upon the ground, 
Duvalier screamed to me: "This is too good, 
too good! The magnificence of it all. Ah, 
the imagination, the color, the awful 
horror; I scream with jealousy!" Raising 
his face to me, he asked, "Tell me boy, 
how did you gather the courage to write 
this thing? Under what influence did you 
create those terrifying images? I warn you, 
though, I think you should curb your 
imagination somewhat, for the public will 
be repulsed when they read of the morbid 
jobs you have people working at. They are 
horrible pictures, my friend: people sitting 
on chairs, copying numbers all day long; 
others standing moronically before ravenous 
machines, making sure the monsters cor­
rectly eat their metal fare; cadaverous 
women trapped in oversized tombs, their 
only movement that of their arms alter­
nately pounding with spidery fingers at 
squat boxes that snap with every strike!
This is all too ugly!! Publish this book and 
you will either be hailed as the greatest 
fantasy writer France has ever produced, 
or you w ill be stoned."
Concealing my disappointment, I 
thanked Duvalier and backed off slowly 
from his presence. I did not wish to tell 
him that I had not written the diary with 
the intention of publishing. Knowing his 
superiority of intellect and his clear, logical 
thinking, I feared to press this point, for he 
could convincingly argue with me that I 
HAD written it as such. I tried as hard as 
possible to remember if I had written the 
diary as fantasy, but to no avail. Discouraged 
by this, I pinned all hopes of salvaging my 
sanity on Chaliot. A few minutes of walking 
brought me to my friend's house. Before 
entering, I resolved to myself to accept 
whatever advice Chaliot had to give, for he 
was my friend, and would not mislead me.
"Chaliot! Chaliot! Are you in? I have a 
puzzle for you." From the parlor, Chaliot's 
voice came in a greeting and so I and my 
problem went in to him.
After briefly outlining my thoughts, I 
proffered the journal to him for examina­
tion. When he had read some of it, Chaliot 
looked at me very calmly and in a pleasent 
voice asked: "Dear friend, where is your 
problem? I see no reason for your agitation.
I believe you were quite right when you said 
this diary is true, but I do not believe you to 
be mad. "N o ," he said chuckling, "you are 
many odd things, but you are not mad. 
Assuming this journal, then, to be true, one 
cannot help realizing that something has 
drastically affected the people of our com­
munity. What this thing was, I can not pos­
sibly say, but I ask you this: does it really 
matter what the change was caused by? I, 
for one, do not care. I believe it enough to 
say that there was a change, and more im­
portantly, that the change was good. No, 
no, please do not look so startled. After 
reading a few paragraphs, it is apparent to 
me that people before the change were sad, 
pitiful creatures, never satisfied, never happy. 
Now, look out the window at the street. Tell 
me, what do you see?"
Stepping to the glass, I replied that there 
were, "four people, going about their own 
concerns." "And what might that be?" 
Chaliot asked. More specifically, I answered, 
"Well, La Foo is walking through the park, 
singing loudly and a bit off key. Wait, he has 
stopped now and is scraping his hands against 
the curb. He should know better than to 
travel through grass parks where people do 
not curb their pets.
From the other direction comes, oh!, 
miserable old Deuxcloches. He appears to 
be polishing his crabs while marching to 
"Le Marseillaises" which he is whistling.
The old English lady, Windsor, is sitting 
in her garden, shaking salt on the news­
paper while her husband walks in his stock­
ing feet upon the garden table. I am glad he 
is wearing his hose, for it is easy to catch in 
this weather. But what is the point of all this, 
Chaliot, what sense is there in asking me 
these things?"
He replied, "Look at them, sir, and tell 
me: Are they happy or not? No need for you 
to answer; we both know that they are all 
happy, in fact, they are more than happy, 
they are content. They are doing what they 
like and they do not care what anyone thinks 
or says about it. This seems to me to be a 
vast improvement over the wretched people 
in your diary. If the change has brought this 
much good, let us have more of it. You want 
my advice with your diary? Ignore it. Put a 
finish on the whole thing, wrap it up nicely, 
stick it in the bottom of a trunk, and go back 
to playing the saxophone at two o'clock in 
the morning."
And that is exactly what I am doing.
Querer decir y  no poder
Dolores de la lengua callada
Imaginar, empezar a pensar y  parar 
Tragedia de la mente arida
Sentir, vivir, desear, y  suspirar
M im o de la vida perdida.
Barbara Buckley
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A DIARY'S EPILOGUE 
(WRITTEN IN THE FORMAL STYLE)
Incredibly enough, no one noticed the 
change, even though it did not come gradu­
ally. No, looking back now, it is clear that 
things were altered rather suddenly, even 
radically. It was just that, well, no one made 
a fuss over it. I myself discovered the event 
only while reminiscing over my diary. I was 
shocked to find out that, according to the 
diary, people no longer acted the way they 
once used to act. There were statements in 
the diary which I simply could not accept; 
events recorded that were completely ab­
surd; names mentioned that did not con­
nect with any persons I knew, and there 
was a total absence of the characters of my 
best friends.
Aware of the possibility of some evil 
deed having taken place, I attempted to re­
solve the nature of this puzzle. Eliminating 
the idea of forgery, for I recognized the 
handwriting as being my own, I came to the 
conclusion that either these events had hap­
pened and I am presently insane, or that 
these events were completely false, being 
the result of a fantastic dream or perhaps 
a drug-induced hallucination. Fearing for 
my sanity, I decided to seek the opinion 
of my close friend and confidante, Chaliot, 
and gathering the fanciful journal in my 
hands, I strode forth from my apartments 
in the direction of Number One Rue de 
Magine.
Just outside my building I happened to 
see my neighbor, M. Deuxcloches, out for 
his morning constitutional with his pet 
crabs, keeping them on a close leash, of 
course, as any good citizen should.
Michael P irolli
I hailed him with the intention of get­
ting advice out of him. "Deuxcloches, my 
friend, how are you, and how are Antony 
and Cleopatra?" I said, referring to his 
companions, whom I then proceeded to pet.
Deuxcloches replied, "Both myself and 
the others are fine, thank you. Tell me of 
yourself."
"Unfortunately, I have a problem on 
which I would like your opinion, as it also 
concerns yourself." I then started to show 
him the diary and explain the various ques­
tions it had raised in my mind. I even point­
ed out the place where the journal stated 
that Deuxcloches was employed as some­
thing called a "clerk," an occupation the 
definition of which I knew not.
Deuxcloches' temper was easily aroused, 
and not being a very understanding man, he 
puffed himself up quite well and said indig­
nantly: "What is the meaning of this, 
Monsieur? Are you trying to make sport 
with me? My time is valuable and I have no 
intention of spending it in idle prattle with 
the likes of yourself. I can not explain your 
crazy book and I would not explain it, even 
if it were in my power. Why, I do not even 
know what this "c le rk" is. Like as not, it is 
some evil jest you have devised to torture 
me. Goodbye, Monsieur, and henceforth, 
bother me no more."
Perhaps I should explain that my neigh­
bor and I are not on exactly good terms, as
he disapproves of poets and all other liter­
ary persons on principle. For this very rea­
son, I make it my habit to invite my fellow 
artists to my rooms, where we proceed to 
make the most noise possible. The villian 
especially despises my friend, de Saone, a 
playwright, who in order to tease the old 
man, w ill hang by his feet from ropes 
before Deuxcloches' parlor window.
Offering a profound hope that the devil 
w ill take care of Deuxcloches' soul, I con­
tinued my journey to see Chaliot.
Passing by the Parc de Pleasures de la 
Terre I was halted by the exclamation of 
my name from someone nearby. Turning 
to my left, I saw the philosopher, Duvalier, 
who had his legs bent over a tree branch and 
so was suspended upside-down. Ouoth I 
"Goodly Philosopher, canst tell me why 
thou'rt in this state?", referring to his in­
verted position. " I can tell you only what I 
do in this state," said Duvalier," not why I 
am in it ."  "What then," I asked, "are you 
doing?" "Why, of course," he replied, "I 
am shielding myself from the sun's rays. 
Before you ask why I am inverted, I shall 
tell you. In this attitude, I can correctly see 
the position of the world and all the creep­
ing creatures in it. Using this knowledge, I 
have come to understand the truth, and 
only I know it. But as you are my friend, I 
shall impart my knowledge to you." I was 
exceedingly glad at this, for I continually 
search for new and better truth.
The philosopher continued. "The fact 
of the matter is, I am the only one in the 
right position, the rest of you are upside- 
down." "How do you know this?" I said, 
somewhat doubtingly. "Can you complete­
ly understand this world?" he asked - rhet­
orically. "Have you ever noticed that things 
are mixed-up, topsy-turvy, and generally 
out of order? I too, have arrived at this 
question, and I have decided through a logi­
cal process that everything is up-side down. 
As evidence of this, I tell you that you that 
people do not move as the result of friction 
between their feet and the ground; rather, 
people travel about by moving their heads 
in such an up and down manner that their 
skulls collide with the atmosphere, and their 
bodies are pushed forward or backward, 
depending upon whichever way those people 
wish to go. As their heads move vertically, 
there emerges from the hinge area that part­
icular squeak which people call speech.
Have you ever noticed that the people who 
speak the fastest also move the fastest, and 
conversely, people who talk the slowest, 
travel the slowest? This is because the ve­
locity of their vertical motion is propor­
tional to their horizontal motion. The direc­
tion of our horizontal motion depends upon 
the direction of the air currents produced 
by the movements of our legs. I can talk to 
you and not move because my feet are 
motionless and my vertical movement is 
arrested by this tree. If I were to talk to you
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American factory children 
Getting high and racing 
Fork lifts. In these places 
Where your fathers worked 
All these years, I watch you, 
Reading the Daily News, and 
See the lifetime habits 
Setting in.
4. (Bruno's Fingers)
I've never seen a 
trail of blood 
like this before-
from the bathroom 
it skips to a th irty 
story building 
downtown.
Men in the shop fainted; >
the crane operator, your
friend of sixteen years,
had a heart seizure -  they 
had to get a ladder 
to reach him.
Bruno, I worked 
that same saw 
the night before, 




looking for a sea
perhaps
wanders among us 
wraps us in grey 
robes





on barrow downs 
of asphalt
wandering in them 
early
like ghosts
The silence is 
strained waiting 
for the cry 
of a gull
a bus roars 





and you are 
left there 
at the top of 
the subway steps.
Joe Herb
This plant displays 
a tremendous amount of 
self-possession.
Excellent form, gently curved, 
the stems bow graciously 
over the crude clay pot.




I encourage it, proudly 
marvelling at the slight 
red tinge in the stems; 
water and words are 
expected courtesies: the plant 
has character 
and exudes that mossy, 
earthy odor; foresty, 
other-worldly.
Sometimes I envision it 
trailing down the side of the desk 
weaving across the room and 
up the bedroom wall 
twining itself into a wild canopy 












Like a cool glass bay






I would like to go back,
To go back to the rainforest 
Sweet and plush-covered over;
Where steaming shafts of sunlight, streaked, 
Brood at dawn in the brush.
Go back to a rainforest.
Ferns and light mosses;
Where carcasses melt in the turgid heat 
And vultures drop like diamonds from the sun.
Peter Weismuller
There is a wall
that surrounds my body, 
that surrounds my mind, 




Winter comes to my woods 
like a wolf howling 
alone
on a hilltop.
It needs no companion 
but its piercing voice 
reaches me 
as it forces
cold breath into my ears 
clings to my toes 
turning them red.
Each year I think it will
be friendly this time
and I wait
to lay my head
against its strong back
dreaming of frost-covered windowpanes
clear dark nights when it
will bring the stars down
for me to touch.
But each year it comes 
raw
sweeps me under 
with quilts of snowdrifts.
And I want it to stop 
and I want it to go on 
till tomorrow
when somehow I'll be stronger 
taking winter in my hand 
no longer fearful 
of its ice eyes.
Even now I love it in a way;




SAILING ON THE IRISH SEA
A Story By
Joseph F. Ryan
When we sat down at the table, my grandfather was still 
shaking his head and laughing at the remembrance. My grand­
mother walked about the dining table dishing out carrots on 
our plates.
"Remember, Emily?" he said, "remember we packed 
Billy's father with us and drove to Atlantic City with the 
Murphys?" Then in confidence he said to me "B illy, we 
really moved fast then. It was the nineteen-twenties, you 
know." My grandmother placed the bowl of carrots in the 
center of the table and sat down.
"Patrick," she said in a low tone. My grandfather lowered 
his fork, and my grandmother said the prayer before meals.
"Amen," said my grandfather aloud. He took his fork and 
poked at his food. "Carrots," he said with contempt.
"What was Atlantic City like in the twenties?" I asked him.
"Atlantic City?" said my grandfather. "Oh, that's not 
what I wanted to tell you about. It was when we were going 
to Atlantic City, and your father was just two years old. We 
had him bundled up in the back seat. Then along the way, he 
fell out of the car."
"Was he hurt?" I said.
"Hell-1 mean heck-no. We stopped the car and ran back 
for him. Only thing was, he fell out again later on."
"Twice?"
"Listen, Billy, your grandmother and I, we were so tight,
I could hardly see to drive the car. Murphy had got this liquor 
at Bradley's Pharmacy, and w e -"
"Patrick!" my grandmother interrupted him. "Don 't ex­
aggerate. Billy w ill get false ideas. He's a good boy."
" I wasn't exaggerating," said my grandfather. He stabbed 
some carrots with his fork and lifted them to his mouth. 
"It's  true," he said.
The remainder of the meal passed w ithout much conver­
sation. We had roast beef and mashed potatoes and coleslaw 
along with the carrots. I sat eating, occasionally glancing at 
my grandmother. I tried to picture her as a "roaring-twenties 
flapper." It was d ifficu lt to do. Her hair was probably longer 
now than it was in the twenties. It was now tinted brown 
with gray streaks in it, to stylishly admit her age. For an 
elderly woman, she was untypically neither fat nor thin. Her 
face was weathered but not very wrinkled. I watched her 
hands work with her knife and fork and observed how grace­
ful she was with them. She was a fine feminine woman who 
had taken care of herself and had been well provided for by 
my grandfather.
Patrick McCahon had taken care of Emily Dougherty since 
1917, when he met her at a parade in Philadelphia. They were 
soon married and had two children, my father and his sister, 
who died when she was two years old. Patrick started his own 
construction company in the 1940's after World War II. It 
prospered in the twenty years he managed the business, and 
then he and his wife of forty-nine years retired to a house on 
the bay in Ocean City, New Jersey. There it was that I was 
finishing my roast beef and carrots the summer I was sixteen 
years old.
My grandmother cleared the table after dinner. Patrick 
McCahon took out a cigar and held it, and my grandmother 
told him, "N ot in here." He got up from the table and asked 
me to follow him. He led me through the living room and out 
through the sliding glass doors to the porch that faced the 
bay. Attached to the porch was a dock, a wooden pier of gray 
boards that doubled the value of the house. The Irish Sea, 
a th irty-foot sloop, was moored there. My grandfather flicked 
a switch on the porch. Dock lights blinked on and reflected 
the tall mast of the sloop in the dark water. " I ' l l  take you 
out and teach you to sail tomorrow," he said. "W ill you like 
that, Billy?"
"That'll be great," I said. He smiled and lighted the cigar.
I saw my grandmother watching the two of us from behind 
the glass doors of the living room.
The next morning I was ready for sailing. A t breakfast my 
grandmother said she needed some supplies from the store. 
My grandfather drove her to the self-service store, and I ac­
companied them for the ride. Neither one talked in the car. 
When my grandmother was shopping, my grandfather drove 
me to the boardwalk, where we played a game of miniature 
golf. I won the game, and he said that sailing was his sport. 
We picked up my grandmother at the store and drove home, 
again in silence.
At lunch, my grandmother said, "Patrick, we're going to 
need some decorations for the 'Night in Venice' festival. I 
saw some lanterns at Stainton's I think we could use."
"B illy  and I are going sailing this afternoon," said my 
grandfather.
"He'll need a life jacket," she said, "but I'm not sure 
where they are."
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“ We've got a couple in the garage," said my grandfather.
My grandmother put sugar in her iced tea, stirred it, but 
said nothing.
In the double garage, my grandfather 
shifted things back and forth on 
some of the shelves, muttering,
"That woman." He turned and look 
over at me, on the other side of the 
car. "B illy, they're on your side.
Above the dry dock."
What he called the dry dock was 
a bed with a folded blanket and a 
pillow on top of it. I wondered 
what these things were doing in the 
garage. Above, there were more 
shelves, and I could see the day- 
glow orange color of the life jackets 
on them. I leaned over the bed and 
pulled down two of them.
We walked out to The Irish 
Sea, and I stood on the pier and 
waited for my grandfather to open 
up the boat. He lifted floor planks 
on the deck and got down on his hands and knees to sniff for 
gasoline fumes. My grandmother came from the house and 
onto the dock, a paper bag in her hand, which she gave to me. 
"This is for you," she said, " i f  you get hungry." The bag con­
tained an orange and two apples. "Be careful out there," she 
said to me, and called to her husband, "Patrick, you watch 
out for this boy!"
"Don't worry, we'll be fine," said my grandfather. "Right, 
Billy?"
"We'll be all right, Grandmom," I said.
"Be careful."
After my grandfather finished his preliminaries to sailing, 
he let me climb, aboard. He had moved around the boat with 
surprising agility for his age. He examined the motor, opened 
the hold for the jib sail, pumped the bilge, and prepared the 
lines for cast-off. When I stepped on board, he pulled the laces 
of my life jacket tighter and asked if I was ready for sailing.
"Aye, aye, Captain," I said.
"Good. Then stand up at the bow and make ready to cast 
o ff." I moved with care down the side of the boat, holding 
on to the handrails on the roof of the cabin. I ducked under 
the guide wires for the mast. In front of the cabin there were 
no handholds, and I dropped to my knees because of the 
rocking motion of the boat. I crawled on the small deck of 
the bow, trying to steady myself to the roll of the tide. "Can't 
cast off on your knees," my grandfather called.
My head hung over the side of the boat, and all I could see 
was the brown bay water lapping at The Irish Sea. I grabbed 
the jib line that was strung from the top of the mast to the 
bowsprit. Its tautness was reassuring, and I pulled myself up 
by it to stand on the deck.
"Cast off, Mister Mate," my grandfather shouted, after he 
started the engine. With a little  more confidence now and 
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from practiced balance, I threw the two front lines toward 
the dock. My grandmother, still on the dock, waved to us, 
then folded her arms as The Irish Sea pushed through the 
water. "We're off, B illy," said my grandfather.
"Anchors aweigh," I said. My 
grandfather laughed from the back 
of the boat and guided it with hand 
on the tiller. I sat on the forward 
deck with my back to the mast and 
watched us head out for the middle 
of the bay.
The warm afternoon sun beamed on 
the bay, and the surface of the water 
sparkled like fragile crystal too del­
icate to support any vessel the size 
of The Irish Sea. A few rowboats 
spotted the bay, and slumped figures 
with fishing rods sat in them posed 
as for a still life. My grandfather 
switched off the engine, and we 
drifted in silence so as not to dis­
rupt the bay's tranquillity. A breeze 
flapped some lines against the mast, 
and my grandfather said, happily,
"We've found the wind, B ill."
He stood up from the tiller and with expert balance came 
down the right side of the boat to the mast. "We'll put up 
the jib ," he said. He lifted a hatch on the deck, reached in, 
and pulled up a yellow vinyl bag. He opened the bag and 
brought out the top triangle of the jib sail. He hooked a metal 
clip to the wire that led from the bowsprit to the top of the 
mast. "Now, B ill," he said, "stay here and pull this sail out.
Work your way down this seam with the clamps. At every 
clamp, hook it on to this line. Don't miss one of them or the 
sail w ill go up tangled. I'll go to bring the boat into the wind, 
and you tell me when you're ready."
I knelt at the bowsprit again, holding myself steady by 
means of the jib line. I hoisted the sail and tied the slack line 
to the mast. The jib filled with the wind to the right side. A t 
the tiller, my grandfather cranked a winch to make the sail 
taut in the wind.
The Irish Sea slanted in the water. My grandfather smiled 
with delight. He explained that we were running against the 
wind, that we were on a tack. "You would think that sailing 
with the wind would be best," he said. "But it's dull for sailors.
With the wind at your back, you can't feel the ship's motion.
The boat moves upright in the water, and you don't seem to be 
going anywhere."
"Do you want me to put up the big sail?" I asked.
"No, Bill. I'll put it up. You might strain yourself."
He pushed the tiller toward me, and the boat turned into 
the wind. The jib sail lost its tightness and flapped wildly.
"Take this," my grandfather said, and he gave me the tiller.
"Keep the boat pointed to that yellow house on the shore 
there. Do you see it?"
"Yep."
My grandfather stood and started working on the boom.
He unwrapped a cord around the boom that kept the mainsail 
in place. He worked quickly, undoing line tied to the mast. I 
kept my eye on the yellow house. I heard pulleys squealing, 
and the white wing of mainsail rose up from the boom. It shot 
in all directions in the wind and fought against my grandfather's 
efforts to raise it. He stood pulling the rope at the mast; his face 
was red, the muscles of his neck bulged. I expected him to burst 
from his exertions, but the sail was raised. He tied the line and 
jumped off the cabin roof onto the deck. I had lost my direction 
watching him, and so he took the tiller to resume command.
My grandfather pushed the tiller, and the vessel started to 
lean. "We'll take a tack," he said. A slight smile appeared on 
his lips and grew with each degree that the boat slanted more 
drastically. The Irish Sea tilted to the right, and I moved to 
the left. The waterline on the right side was almost even with 
the deck; it flowed in white foam against the side. The wind 
blew at our faces, and The Irish Sea rushed through the 
water. I knew we were about to capsize and started to pray 
interiorly in a kind of holy desperation. I looked at my grand­
father. "This is sailing!" he shouted.
For two hours we sailed back and forth in the bay's water, 
running with the wind and then running against it. Each time 
we passed my grandparents' house, my grandmother waved 
from behind the sliding glass doors, and I waved back. With 
each successive run against the wind, my fear diminished. "You 
see, Bill, it's fun," my grandfather said. "Tacking might take 
longer, but at least you can tell you're sailing. Okay. Now 
you try ."
We were moving with the wind, and I took the tiller and 
held the same course. "You want a coke or something, Bill?" 
my grandfather said.
"No thanks. I just had an orange."
"Right. Well, I've brought some refreshment for myself," 
he said. He stood up and then climed down inside the cabin.
I held the course. My grandfather started to hum a lively tune in 
in the cabin, and I could hear him rummaging through cabinets 
and drawers. The humming stopped, and I heard him say aloud, 
"Ah, always in the last place."
I kept the course with the wind. There was only a slight breeze, 
just sufficient to move the boat at perceptible speed. The sail 
billowed lazily from the top of the mast to the boom, which re­
sponded to changes in wind velocity by moving back and forth 
in its right angle across the boat. My grandfather remained in the 
cabin. We had been out for a long time, and I was hungry. My 
course led toward the house. I called into the cabin, "Shall I 
take her in, Captain?"
My grandfather appeared in the hatch of the cabin. In his 
right hand I could see the mouth and neck of a liquor bottle. 
"What's that, Mate?" he asked.
"Do you think we should be going in for dinner?"
"What time is it?"
"I think it's around five."
"Well, point it home. Your grandmother, she would not--''
He turned around in the cabin, and I lost the remainder of his 
sentence. In a moment, however, he stepped back up on deck.
He moved with a new caution and sat down by me at the tiller. 
"You're doing a fine job, B ill," he said.
"Thanks, Grandpop. I like it ."
"Tomorrow I'll take you out and teach you how to sail 
against the wind. Then you'll really be a sailor." He rested his 
elbows on his knees and rubbed his hands together. "L ike I 
said, this running with the wind is boring."
"It's  peaceful," I said.
"That's right, boring," he said. "Geez, Bill, did you know 
your great-grandfather built a boat in West Philadelphia? He's 
the one taught me to sail."
"Really?"
"Sure. They rolled the boat down to the river on logs. It 
was as big as this one. He took me out on it one day and almost 
frightened me to death.
"Why, what happened?" I asked.
"Well, he liked this running with the wind too." My grand­
father stood and stepped up on the top of the cabin. "One day," 
he continued, "he put me on the tiller and climbed out on the 
boom."
Saying this, my grandfather approached the base of the mast. 
He gripped the mast and in a fast motion had both feet on the 
boom. Then with astounding confidence he walked out toward 
the end of the boom. He moved out over the side of the boat on 
the beam, and slipped. His right foot flew into the air over his
head, and his arms spun for balance. I started to call out, but 
couldn't move my tongue. He wavered on the beam, and for a 
single second was still. Then with a roll of the boat in the water, 
he fell back into the sail. Both of his legs found the boom, and 
with his arms he braced himself against the white canvas. His 
eyes shone with demonic brightness, and his mouth hung open.
He looked like a fallen angel caught in a white cloud.
His eyes finally focused, and looking at me, he smiled. "Damn, 
it's not boring this way!" he called out.
"Grandpop, are you all right?" I shouted.
"Wha, ho !" he yelled.
"Can you get down from there?" I asked him.
"This is wonderful," he said.
The boat was nearing the house, and I could see my grand­
mother walking out on the dock. From her angle, she could 
not see where her husband was. "We're almost at the dock," I 
called to my grandfather in the sail. " I don't know how to take 
it in ."
"Geez, wait'll your grandmother gets a load of this," he said.
The Irish Sea bobbed past my grandmother on the dock.
She looked at me with a questioning expression. Still holding the 
tiller, I shrugged my shoulders and nodded by head toward the 
sail. I don't believe she understood at first what she saw there.
My grandfather called her attention to where he was. "Lookee 
here, Emily," he yelled, "I'm  fly ing !"
The chin of my grandmother fell, and she put a hand to her 
chest. My grandfather waved to her awkwardly from the sail.
She drew herself up on the dock and called out: "You get that 
boy in here safely, Patrick McCahon!"
I kept the course at the tiller. My grandfather continued to 
wave, and The Irish Sea sailed further down the bay. "I 
don't think she'll appreciate this," said my grandfather.
In a few minutes, having clutched the white canvas and 
having side-stepped across the boom, my grandfather was back 
on 'deck. He had me turn the boat toward the wind, and he 
lowered the two sails. He resumed his position at the tiller and 
turned on the engine. The engine chugged The Irish Sea 
sheepishly into its dock. My grandmother was there, waiting.
After the boat was docked, my grandfather lost his earlier 
agility. He stumbled on the deck, unsure of his balance. My 
grandmother stood on the dock and said nothing. We stowed 
all the sails and all the equipment. I got off the boat ahead of 
my grandfather. "B illy ,"  said my grandmother, "w ill you open 
the garage door, please?"
"Okay, Grandmom," I said.
My grandfather stepped on the dock behind me, and I turned 
to see him. He swayed back and forth. "D id you see that, Emily?" 
he said. M y" father taught me that."
"He forgot to give you brains," my grandmother said. "It's  
the least he could have done."
"Could you give me a hand to the house, dear? It's my sea 
legs," he said.
"It's  the dry dock for you, you drunken Irishman."
" I 'l l  follow you anywhere, my dear. You know that."
My grandmother sighed. "Patrick McCahon," she said. "You 
looked so silly-slumped in that sail."
"Yes, but it was wonderful, wasn't it?"
My grandmother put my grandfather's left arm over her shoul­
ders and held him around the waist. I ran ahead to open the door 
for them. They made it to the garage, still in their comic embrace. 
Both of them were singing, "A  little bit of heaven fell from out 
the sky one day--"
They sang and took small steps toward the bed together, and 






"I'm  in mourning" uniform -
(dead pants and loose grey sweater 
against the new red of my bedspread)
You know




Reclining silently and motionless 
With huge gold eyes strangely open, 
Curious in their center crack.
Soft gentle fur heats the still hand 
Oozes warmth from the steady 
Diaphragmatic up and down of 
Breathing. Giving up gentleness. Never
THE MERRY - GO - ROUND Blinking.
After the morning rains, Gene M. Eble
The splintered clown and I wait.
A stranger shuffles to the gate 
Keys chatter, levers grate.
The stallions jo lt and move 
To cacophony of calliope.
Daniel Fricker
Anne Frank you must have had 
Small feet.
The steps of your house 
Are much too narrow.
Larry Feinberg
L' ABSINTHE ( A fte r  Degas. 1876. )
For Marianne Cronin
You sit there absently regarding the horizon
Of the glass: a cul-de-sac of crystal, or is it
The edge of the cheese-wood bench that you ponder.
Your bonnet tilts lazily upon your drifting, sallow hair; 
Your lips are pursed--
Has a lover rejected you, and taken your cash,
Is the month's rent due?
A cool-green fire awaits your tongue:
Chartreuse, elegant, the fashion of the day;
The angry liqueur of night.
But this afternoon, your shoulders 
Are rounded, and your bosom sags- 
The glass is still three-quarters full.
A man shares your table,
Elbow neatly placed, flush to his carafe 
Of red wine. He stares from you left.
Outward from the cafe-windows 
Where both your heads are silhouettes.
He chews the stem of his pipe,
His hair is shaggy, beard unkempt-
With eyebrows arched, has he focused
On a new cause celebre, a preening courtesan?
Is he your pimp, or a stranger?
No, you are not even aware of his presence...
The acrid smell of tobacco, or cheap cologne.
Only the dull, subtle death that steals upon you 
Gives warning: the black cat that might have crawled 
Under your seat; the suicide-note that never was written. 
The angel of death is your lover, a reflection in Paris-green.
Your eyes.
I. D. Shaffer
the black snow fell over me 




He is going over the edge
and knows it. The pleasurecraft
he is trapped in will crumple
like a bright leaf under tons
of pressure. Only Jean Peters
will be saved, by a copter
out of the sky: the end
of the beer, the end of the ammunition
And of him. Once 
he looks upstream, after 
she has jumped for her life, 
toward the tower where he locked 
the body of his wife, the beautiful 
and faithless Marilyn Monroe.
Tim Dlugos
H O D -C A R R IE R
twelve years straight /  was a hod-carrier 
shifting in straight like a brine wave 
pulling in loads by the moon 
bringing red bricks to the builders 
bearer o f  blood red bricks was /
until the day /  saw her
walking delicate as m oufflon
through h a lf a mile o f  mountain umbrage
saw her once and followed
dropped m y bearings like d rift and shells
indifferent as tides /  le ft
to fo llow  her
and followed her
to where the stalks come down
to house 6  tribes o f  cannibals
high tribes camped in a mountain cave
and she the fair and favored monarch
soft as m oth
and there /  bore her g ift o f  b ird  
and berries red  
and wooed her to m y heart 
and won her to m y bed
there where the stalks bent down above m y head
and there she bore me g ift o f  child  
with spirit w ild  
and eyes o f  m oth
and the moon passed over 
fa ith fu l as the tide
me w ith m oth-eyed child and fair-skinned bride
b u t the camp rose up in august 
to burn the gods a child  
the camp rose like fever 
frenzied and w ild  
and the youngers and the elders 
gathered round m y warming fire 
and the taking and the burning 
o f m y child was their desire
twelve years straight /  was a guardian
lurking in shade and sun
watching the favored monarch's own first born
until the day she lured me forth
with kisses o f  her m outh w ith that one mouth
all gods the sun m y son burned out
bearer o f  blood red bricks was /
Anne M axw ell
MANDOLIN: STILL LIFE
That wood stained withered face.
Fettered, with stiff strings 
And one peculiar cavity.
Leaning, looking unconcerned against the wall.
I knew it lied.
I knew it was afraid.
You see I swore to silence it.
And even blocked the wind 





She needs no affirmation.
Bitched, babed, and under-rated 
By these times: her new worlds 
Are rightly unsettled.
Still, she can't help claiming 
To have been laid out by a 
Rock-ribbed, Christ-like, monstrance; 
Both fu lly clothed, mind you,
On a creamy, cedared, back row 
In some characterless 
Abbessed, gold-domed cathedral. 
Named neither this nor that,
Neither here nor there;
Not yet but no longer.
Left w ithout leaving a single 
Stain, bruise, or tension.
While men w ill call it a 
God-damned miracle for such 
An uninflammable miss 
To be fated. Whose purled 
Tinderbox movements brag 
Of the dregs flagging within 
Her semi-urged assemblage, oh boy. 
Oh Merciful Lord, how we 
Just simply love to listen 
To them juicy items 
Spattering down the doors 
And walls of her intimate religion. 
Of course it's love. Or at least 
Love of loving so lovingly.
Otherwise, could we drink 
Your liqueurs, and dredge 
Your peeling pipes 
Along our rusted lines.
My dear sister - please frame 
My skull conventionally amen.
Bohdan Wasieczko
33
LIVE FROM THE MOON
Man in pursuit of equal fates 
Along the anguished coils of freedom;
So that when faced with the negatives 
Of night, like the calling of some 
Future condition, he becomes frayed 
Like a live wire: encased by indecision,
From such a seemingly carefree task.
The sounds and sights: he has pooled 
Into his own birthright,
On Mars' tablas
Jupiter's tinkling bamboo bells
And Venus like a finger drum.
As the world gives a cheer 
For precise conciets, like 
The captain of a ship or 
The mother of a dying breed.
"We are men" they've stated,
"Who can balance human nature on the 
Converging lines of extremes. A moderate 
Destiny lurks, for us, in the end;
And for our womankind too.
Their downy breasts pant and heave 
With tempers that demand infinity.
It is for them that we proffer our fragile limbs.
We carry their rigid image deep down 
In the pockets of our stopped-up bellies."
These lives compelled by habitual energies 
Like sun-spots, all external to the source.
Energy Energy-wriggling squiggling energy,
So decievingly close to sumptuous; foaming 
And wasted. All wasted matter set aflame.
Therefore, the freshly painted samovar 
Is aimed at those things that need finding.
Under magnetic fields, across surreal angles and curves: 
Disjointed, then focused into an oily perspective.
Perhaps, in an instant, the deadened soil will 
Come to life: sprouting a pre-subterranean faith:
Reaching down to deliver us all from
Such a serious business, even though we doubt it.
DAY ONE: A quarter of a million miles from Point A, 
equals two aspirins.
An inspired move, worth a full days associations,
A dozen poems, and maybe one or two good laughs.
DAY TWO: Three sleeping pills required, to preserve 
a necessary dreamless sleep.
It is the new NASA theology.
'Oh my moon . . .
Oh my Madame de la lune,
I w ill construct you a tune 
Made from my loneliness'.
She has been flapping in the wind 
Like a loose shutter, since then.
I fear for the lives of the hot young stars 
That lie nestled in her petticoats.
They have too many confounding principles,
And not enough practical experience.
They are always damaged by these events.
She is conquered.
They w ill treat her like a high-priced whore 
And deny ever having known her.
They w ill invent new names
That have a familiar ring for shadows,
Dead Greeks and Romans.
She is conquered,






she thinks I do not know 
she meets with him
cavorting daily 
out behind the shed
tobacco drying in the slatted barns 
he probes her knows her 
veins her chutes of life
the stalks that climbed were 
chopped in proper time 
and hung to dry
she thinks I do not know
he breaks her water line 
to overflow
I've watched the green 
tobaccos yellow grow




This will be the last time I set down
in writing a request for your watery
gaze. I want it to be there, mostly;
not to set it on my dresser next to
the cactus and telephone, nor to save it
for the year you w ill spend in the mountains.
I am afraid it w ill fade with your tan 
which w ill take a long time to go away.
There is no well I can think of
as colorful in its darkness as your eyes:
whatever I look down I want to see them
endless and reflecting, but am unwilling
to take them outside of your face, in which
you make me travel the whole route between us,
the distance of my poems and desires. So
this is goodbye, the last time I plead
that you keep the sparkle always there by leaving,
and that you wake beside me every morning forever
to show me what good today can possibly bring.
Tim D lugos

